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Yes, Camels

are SO MILD

that in a coast-to-coast

test of hundreds of men and women who smoked Camels

—and only Camels — for 30 consecutive days, noted
throat specialists, making weekly examinations, reported
NOT

ONE

SINGLE

CASE

OF

THROAT

IRRITATION

DUE

TO

SMOKING

CAMELS!
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something tremendous. It must contain some secret which, whispered in
the ear of life, makes her heart beat
a little faster, her lips to part a smile
and the corners of her eyes to wrinkle
with delight. It is as if she glimpsed
the light of day for the first time. ...
You

know,

Joe,

we

look

around

us

and see a world that is moving and
mysterious. We strain our minds to
scale the dimensions of its being.
Science with its ever increasing speed
babbles

to us of its breadth;

art sings

to us of its height; philosophy plumbs
its depth. But all three and we who
listen collapse at length from exhaustion—the exhaustion of knowing
that we know nothing—and surrender
to the waves of infinity until submerged and sucked to the center of it
all, which is God. And there surrender is victory.
But

this

impatient

dimensions

chasing

of

the

explains, I think, the strain

that furrows the brow of the Ameriean who daily plods the streets beneath the monstrous babels that shoot
up to heaven—and leave our streets
in shadow. That explains, I think, the
rapid cigar-puff of the pot-bellied,
laissez-faire capitalist who can’t smell
“the

fetid

nostrils

cense

stink

know

of

Americans

or

TO
Dear

JOE

AT

Joe:

I figure
you have
had
enough
Christmas cards from me these past
years, so this year, tonight, I’m writing you a letter, a real Christmas letter. The snow is coming down like
angel

dust

outside

and

the

headlights

of the cars crawling along our street
look blurred and pensive. Snow kind
of softens things, Joe. It softens the
noise of footsteps, and it hushes the
march of things through your head.
It make me feel something like a
noiseless radio studio, where every
word is master of the air. The patter
of high heels in the hallways, the blare
of the school band, the thousand big
and little things that daily flash upon
the
screen
much in the

and

of
sight—they’re
very
background now, hushed

obediently

Page 2

silent.

CHRISTMAS
How often do you stop to think why
there is such a time as Christmas, Joe
—why when you bump into people who
are

loaded

down

with

shopping

bags,

they laugh and say “Merry Christmas.” .. why the little fellow, who’s so
young he kicks his steps in front of
him,
with

moistens
up the shop window
his avaricious little breath, his

nose a suction cup stuck to the glass,
topped by a pair of hoop-stretched
eyes. . . . Why the poor smile and
the rich chuckle, and hearths and
hovels laugh alike. What is this mysterious spirit that makes a fellow’s
heart overflow?
I was wondering about this yesterday afternoon as I walked home from
school. If Christmas
that it can lift the

even

for

a few

weeks,

means so much
face of society,

it must

mean

two,

of

only

mammon.

slums

because

one

his

odor—the

You

see,

in-

Joe,

we

but

we

in part,

but

are chasing one dimension,

or

maybe

even

three;

haven’t yet learned the futility of this
chasing.
That’s the very reason why Christmas means so much to Americans. It
is a presaged answer to their quest of
happiness. More often than not it is
cached in the trappings of jingle bells
and Santa Claus and gift packages.
But Americans latch on to these things
because they bring a peace and an
unconscious
centering
of their life
upon the transcendental.
I thought, as I was walking home
yesterday, of this, Joe. Whatever we
see men do, it always tells us that
man is nothing more than an unborn
child walled in on every side by this
thing called life and impatient for
the light of day, when he can see
reality as it is. I thought of what St.
Paul said: “We see now through a
mirror in an obscure manner, but then
face

then
been

to face.

I

shall

Now

I know

know

even

as

I

have

known.”

i

That’s why a thrill runs through
your heart when you look at the
Mother’s

new-born

Child

there

in the

stable . . . the Light that shines in
the darkness ... and the Light that
is the Life of men. What you see
there

is

a

promise,

a

presage,

a

breath-taking intuition of the day
when we will issue from the womb of
this life into the everlasting day.
Your

friend,

GEORGE

MONTAIN.
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HANDEL’S MESSIAH:
IMMORTAL
CLASSIC IN CHRISTMAS
And

evidently great is the mystery of godliness, which was manifested in the flesh, was
in the spirit, appeared unto angels, hath been preached unto the Gentiles,
is believed in the world, is taken up in glory.

I TimoTHy

1949

MUSIC
justified

3: 16.

By Mary Jo Huth

@ The passage from Sacred Scrip-

Handel, like most other geniuses,

ture quoted above, appeared in the
book which was compiled for the

experienced

first performance of the Messiah at

fore he reached his peak in creating
the Messiah. Unsuccessful concert

Dublin,

Ireland, in 1742. Without

a doubt, this oratorio soars above all

others in universal appeal, and
stands as a mighty testimony to the
genius of its composer. Truly, God
is made manifest in its sublime mu-

sic which

expounds

some

signifi-

cant facts of Christianity. However,

carefully one searches

among

the

great musical tone-poets, one fails
to find a composer who has “preached among the Gentiles” as extensive-

ly with a single composition as has
George Friedrich Handel.
Musical history tells us that Handel experienced a rare religious exaltation while composing the Mes-

siah. For twenty-four days he was
completely withdrawn from the
things of the world so that he believed he dwelt in the pastures of
God. His servant testified that Handel often failed to eat the food

which was brought to him during
those days of confinement. When
the “Hallelujah Chorus” at the end
of Part II was completed, the servant found Handel at his table, his

eyes streaming with tears. Afterwards, the composer explained, “I
did think

I did see all Heaven

be-

fore me, the great God Himself!”
December, 1949

the

dark

anxiety

of

fluctuating successes and failures beseasons eventually culminated in
bankruptcy, so that many of his
jealous enemies in England felt that
Handel was finished. Rival operamanagers imported Italian singers

and

operas

which were

preferred

to the works of Handel. Popular
taste enjoyed a cheaper brand of
music than Handel’s and unusually
severe winters in London kept many
faithful patrons away from his concerts. With all of this misfortune, it

is not surprising that Handel suffered much poor health and mental
distress, so that he seldom appeared
in public.

The seeds of religious thought
were planted and nurtured early in
Handel’s youth. An Englishman by
adoption, George Friedrich Handel
was, nevertheless

born

of Gottfried

imparted to his fellow students his
belief in the power of music to develop religious thought.

The event which stands out like
a beacon light in musical history
and which came as a climax in the
life of Handel, was his creation of
the glorious Messiah. The discouragement of the past few years, however, caused him to abandon any
thought of publishing the work, so
that he put it away in a drawer for
seven weeks after its completion.
Handel had been intensely stimulated by the inspirational words for
the Messiah which he received from
Charles

Jennens,

a

librettist

for

some previous works. A recent biogtapher

of

Handel,

however,

states

that Jennens never compiled the
words of the Messiah. Newman

Flower’s investigations reveal that
the work was done by a humble
little

clergyman

named

secretary of Jennens.
nens,

however,

was

Pooley,

a

Charles Jenknown

as

an

faith,

arrogant, conceited fellow—the descendant of a wealthy manufacturing
family—who could have stooped to

young Handel developed that putitanical spirit of piety which later
found its true expresion in his

credit himself. Regardless of the discrepancies, Handel eagerly accepted

and Dorothea Handel in the Saxon

town of Halle, Germany. Probably
due

to her

strong

Lutheran

church music and Messiah. He attended the Lutheran Gymnasium or
Halle Grammar School where he

palm off Pooley’s words, taking the
the libretto, began the work of composing at the end of August, 1741,
in his home

completed

on

Brook

Street,

and

the oratorio in twentyPage 3

four days—an

almost super-human

feat.

During the same summer of 1741,
Handel received an invitation from
the Lord-Lieutenant of Ireland and

the Governors of three Dublin institutions to give some benefit con-

certs there. Dublin was a very musical city at this time.

A new concert

room, capable of accommodating an
audience of six hundred persons, had
recently been built by William Neal

uumber were turned away at the
doors, for whom Handel repeated

the concert two weeks later. Eleven
performances were given in this hos-

pital chapel between 1750 and 1759

with benefits amounting to nearly
seven thousand pounds, and the
sum greatly increased after Handel’s

death. Through the years, the Messiah has indeed “fed the hungry,
clothed the naked, fostered the orphan and comforted the sorrowing.”

on Fishamble Street, then a fashion-

able section of Dublin. Handel was
most fortunate in having at his disposal the members of the Dublin

cert season two days before Christmas, and from start to finish it was
a series of ovations. By popular de-

After an absence of nine months,

where

the Messiah was not immediately
accepted. It was performed for the
first time in London

1743,

under

the

on March

title:

“A

23,

Sacred

Oratorio.” Religious prejudices were
prevalent, people argued that a play-

The Messiah was presented thirtyfour times during Handel’s life, he
himself conducting all of its performances. For the last seven or
eight years of his life, Handel was

virtually blind, but even then he
gave two performances of the Messiah. In April, 1759, at Covent Garden in London, the blind com-

poser

collapsed

“Amen

after the glorious

Chorus.”

Handel

prayed

house was not the proper setting for

that he might breathe his last on

any work about God, and the clergy

and

Good Friday, “in hope of meeting
his good God, his sweet Lord and

Handel a heretic. The work was pre-

Saviour on the day of His Resurrec-

sented in London only three times
during the year 1743, but the king
was present at one of these perform-

tion.” His wish was granted, for on
Good Friday, April 13, 1759, Handel

called the oratorio a sacrilege

ances. The audience was so inspired

died at the age of seventy-four. Over
three thousand people gathered in

upon hearing the “Hallelujah Chorus” that they stood up with the

Westminster

king, and remained standing until
the chorus ended. From this occurrence has come the custom of rising

tion’s highest honor.

during the rendition of this chorus.
But it was not until Handel began his performances in the chapel
of London’s Foundling Hospital

that the Messiah became popular.
Handel later presented the hospital
with a fine organ which he himself
dedicated on May 1, 1750, with a
performance of the Messiah. The

unite and begin their rehearsals for
a performance of portions of the
Messiah, usually before the Christmas

season.

Its great choruses and

arias have become familiar to persons of all ages, education and occu-

pations. In the first part of the oratorio, the coming of the Saviour of
mankind is treated. The second part,
in which the life, sufferings and
the most impressive portion. There-

Society augmented by the choirs of
both cathedrals in the city for his
great choruses. He opened his con-

Handel returned to London

Today, in countless hamlets or
cities in England, America, Germany and other countries, choruses

resurrection of Christ are treated is

Musical Academy and Philharmonic

mand the oratorio was presented
again in Ireland on June 3, 1742,
and this was Handel’s last performance in Dublin.

sons blended in triumphant voice
in a performance of the Messiah.

Abbey

for his burial

in Poets’ Corner—the

English

na-

All England again paid tribute to
Handel in an elaborate manner at
the Westminster Abbey in 1784 on
the occasion of the Handel Commemoration when an orchestra of
two hundred seventy-five voices performed the Messiah. The oratorio

was

given

annually

Christmas

thereafter

Eve from

on

1791-1811.

Again in 1859, on the centenary of

in we experience the majesty and solemnity of the chorus, “Behold the
Lamb of God,” as well as the deep
sorrow expressed in the alto aria,
“He Was Despised.” The orchestral
interlude which depicts the vigil of
the shepherds is the simple but sublime tone picture, “Pastoral Sym-

phony.” Handel devoted the third
part of the Messiah to the things of
eternity including death, resurrection
and eternal life. It opens with the
credo entitled, “I Know That My
Redeemer Liveth,” and concludes
with the exultant “Amen” fugue,
majestic in its tonal splendor, and

symbolic of our final subjection to
the almighty

but

ever-lovable will

of God.
A certain actress, Mrs. Abingdon,

commenting

upon

this

eternally

glorious oratorio, the Messiah, has
declared: “I can only think of Han-

del as a builder of cathedrals .. .
glorious within and without, massive
in structure, and here and there a
spire tapering up to heaven itself,
and yet with countless columns

made beautiful with the finest carving.”

The Messiah is truly a work which
exalts

the

soul

to

an

ecstasy

of

musical splendor where it may think
of the great glory of the Almighty,

Most Merciful and Loving God,
surrounded by choirs of angels and
saints, but Who has humbled Himself to come

to us as a Tiny

Babe

on Christmas Day to bring peace

Handel’s death, an orchestra of four

chapel could accommodate a thous-

hundred sixty pieces and a choir of

and comfort to a tired, war-torn
world, often forgetful of its Creator

and

two thousand

and Saviour.

persons

Page 4

but

more

than

that

seven hundred

_per-

The Exponent

@*“I wonder if it was this cold
the night that Jesus was born?” Bill
Martin asked realistically of himself,
sweeping
mas Eve
the Holy
thoughts,

the last traces
snowfall from
Name passed
he reverently

of a Chrstthe walk. As
through his
ducked his

THE
CHRISTMAS

TREE

By James Cooney

head from long habit. Finishing the

of the sheltering

chore, he leaned upon his broom
and gazed upward where his breath

asset to everyone concerned.

tree

hung suspended in the air like an
incense-offering to the new
cradled in the chill sky.

moon

The thought of the Babe of Bethlehem caused him to look toward
the small brick house where his
wife, Eileen, was feeding their own
two-week-old son. He was almost a
Christmas present, Bill told himself. The fact that it was Christmas

saddened

him. Times

being what

they were, and with all of the expenses attending baby’s birth, they
had no spare money with which to

indulge in any Yuletide festivities or
gift-buying. They couldn’t even afford a Christmas tree for their baby’s
first Christmas!
No

Christmas

tree?

Again

Bill

raised his head and looked to where
the green branches of the spruce
coalesced to form a perfectly sym-

metrical

tip. “The

was

spruce. Yes,

undoubtedly

the

a valuable

The fact was, that he could solve

the problem of the Christmas tree
at least, by merely chopping off the
top six feet or so of the spruce. It

Going to the house, he paused to
brush the snow from his shoes, then
went to Ejileen’s room
she was comfortable.

to see

that

“Hello, darling,” she welcomed.
“Bill Junior is going to be easy
to get along with. He’s slept ever
since I fed him!”
“That’s

swell,” grinned

Bill, go-

ing over to kiss the diminutive brunette who lay with her pretty face
framed against the white pillow.
“He

takes

after

his

old

man,”

he

would make a dandy tree, and Bill

kidded, looking down at the peace-

had been thinking all day about this.
His son just had to have a tree!
But that would ruin its beauty of
symmetry, to say nothing of the

fully-sleeping child.

danger of killing it that such a
stroke would mean. Besides, what

would Mister Schnelling and Miss
Burlinghame think? . . . and the
sparrows? It was a really tough de-

cision to make.
Bill shrugged, and shouldered the
broom. He had been leaning upon
it longer than he realized, and the
sudden change of position sent

needles and pins of feeling through
his

arms

as

circulation

increased.

“Bill,

I

hope

you’re

not.

still

worrying about any silly presents or
Christmas trees? Wait ’til next year

—we'll give him a real Christmas!
Besides, he won’t know anything
about it.”

“T know, honey, but it’s the principle of the thing,” Bill insisted. His
job didn’t bring much, just the necessities and very few luxuries. But
he had his pride, and he was going

to do something for his son.
“Would you like some
he asked Eileen.

coffee?”

‘

oldest tree in

Midfield,” according to a survey by
the local newspaper, it was a landmark in the community of four

thousand. The tree was held in affection by everyone in the little
town and much legend was attached
to it, since

conifers

were

common

in this area.
One of the neighbors, Mr. Schnelling, was an amateur botanist and

could often be seen, with magnifying glass in hand,’ examining

a

scale

of bark or a cone from the tree, his

cold pipe long forgotten, so absorbed would he be. And Bill
thought of the feathered songsters
that used the tree as a choir loft
the year around. On other occasions,
lively old Miss Burlinghame, long
the city health nurse, and a special
friend

of Ejileen’s,

would

come

to

visit. They would remove their chairs

to a spot under the old tree, weather
permitting, and the gay laughter of
the group would rise to mingle with

the secret whisperings in the top
December, 1949

Illustration

by Sue

Pohlmeyer
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“Love

it,”

she

agreed,

and

of snow dance through the air and

he

went off to the kitchen, to put the

stick to the panes of the store win-

percolator,

dows. Crowded buses weave through
the tangled traffic carrying throngs
of shoppers homeward. Inside the

one

of

their

wedding

gifts, on the gas stove.
Bill sat down with a magazine at
the kitchen table to wait for the
coffee to boil. Unable to keep his
mind on the story, his thoughts
turned again to the problem of supplying a Christmas tree. By golly!
his father had been able to provide
one for him when he was a

bors! But, then, he recalled the sermon which Father O'Brian had

in

Church

old

Saint

Mary’s

last Sunday.

'. “Sacrifice,”

the

said, “sacrifice

Christ’s

old

was

life upon

priest

the

had

theme

earth.

of

It is a

form of atonement in which we can

all partake and if we can give up a
little comfort or do some small act,

especially where it concerns the happiness of others, so much the bet-

Meee

rats

Still,

Bill

was

weakening.

Pride

in his son—the thought that maybe
Fileen was trying to make things
easier for him by saying that she
didn’t want a tree—when she really

did—these things decided him. So
he went to a closet and rummaged
around

for his axe. He

found

it, a

bit rusty perhaps, but with a little
sharpening, it would bite easily into
the soft wood of the spruce tree.
He

closed

the

door

of

the

closet,

and went to a drawer to get a steel

file with which to sharpen the axe.
The filing operation was interrupted by the hiss-ss-s of the coffee
boiling over on the range. He turned
the fire down, waited for it to get

done, then poured a cup for Eileen
and took it to her room. But she was

asleep, so he went back to the
kitchen, donned hat and coat, and

went out into the front yard, taking
the axe with him.
“Let’s see...” he mused, “first,
Pll

need

lower

a ladder

branches.

to get

From

there

to

the

up,

it

should be easy.” He could see his
son’s

eyes

the

next

morning

(Continued on page 22)
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Christmas Tintypes
By Marjorie Wittman

when

@The North Wind howled and
lashed at the shivering pines with
snowy fingers. He raced through the
trees leaving a strange silence in his
wake. Shadows began to fall and in
the waning light big fleecy snowflakes made their way to earth.
Through the long hours of night the

flakes drifted idly downwards, softening the hard contours of cliffs and
hills.

The

first pink

clinking of cash registers.

On

quiet

sidestreets the rosy

glow of light reflects on the crisp

child,

and he wasn’t going to sacrifice his
son’s joy for the beauty of an old
tree and a few sentimental neighpreached

stores, holiday music melts into the
sounds of hurrying feet and the

rays

of

the

morning sun peeked at a world
serenely at rest beneath a coverlet
of snow.
As the sun dared to climb a little
higher, a husky Frenchman tramped

snow. Inside, merry voices laugh as
the tree sheds its green coat for
one

of

silver,

blue,

lights. The night
lights flicker out,

and

twinkling

grows deeper,
and only the

moon keeps a vigil. Long ago tiny

feet tramped up the stairs to dreams.
A shadow flits across the sky, tiny
feet clatter on roof tops and a
portly

figure

in a red

suit disap-

pears down a chimney.
The sun rises high and clear,
laughing at the blustery cold winds.
Puffs of smoke arise from the chim-

neys

and

eager

little

faces

peer

around the stair rail for a glimpse
of the treasures left by Santa.

saw and the thunder of falling trees.

The church bells ring joyously.
From every direction people throng
towards the open doors to worship.
Soft organ music blends with the

One by one the Christmas pines
bowed to the flashing steel and lay
in heaps on the snow.

voices of the children choir. The
altar and the sanctuary are deco-

rated with flowers and candles and

From all directions of the North,

is reflected on the faces of the congregation.

through the woods, the blade of his

saw flashing at his side. Soon the
woods echoed with the buzz of his

great engines puffed and pulled car
after car of silver and green pines.
Tiny villages, towns, and cities wel-

comed the Christmas trees. Stands
and

markets,

with

the

their

trees,

walls

announced

bursting
the

be-

ginning of the Christmas season in
twinkling lights.
Ragged street urchins and youngsters of the “upper classes” rubbed

elbows as they pressed eager faces
against the glass of gayly decorated
windows. On corners, “Street

Santas” stand behind “boiling pots”
ringing their bells. Farther along an
accordian squeaks as earnest voices

of carollers rise in the crisp air.
Darkness

descends

quietly.

One

by one the street lights flicker on,
casting shadows on the merry faces

of the late shoppers. Drifting flakes

the crib is there too. Serene peace

The sun is now high in the sky
and the Christmas goose reigns over

the table gleaming with silver and
crystal. Impatient youngsters squirm
while Dad begins the slow ritual of
carving. The whispers, the jolly
secrets told, the tussle with the wishbone, the frolic under the mistletoe,

these and many more American tra-

ditions are revived again.
The sun sinks behind

the hills

and night follows swiftly. Laughter

crows faint, tiny tots rub sleepy eyes
and finally drop off to dreamland.
One by one the lights grow dim and
disappear. The world slumbers again.
But the Christmas tree carefully

guards

branches

the

treasurers

while

beneath

the vigilant

its

moon

keeps watch over all.
The Exponent

CHRISTMAS

AND

CANDLES

By Peg Kunka

melted

in the corners of steps and in clicking flurries against the windows.
In the semi-darkness of such a
snowy afternoon a girl sat inside

curled up in a chair with a blanket
around her. It seemed a shame, she

thought, to put on lights and miss
seeing the snow drift and whirl. She
had pulled the blanket around her

when first she sat down with her
new magazine, but now with the
magazine read and tossed to the
floor she found the blanket made
her drowsy with its warmth. She
pushed it back and stretched, then
leaned forward with her chin resting
on her hand on the chair.

The tree was up. The tinsel and
ornaments were drained of their
color by the dim light of the room
so that they beamed only grey and
silver. Under the tree the packages
she knew were hers—one
grandmother, one from
ence, Mother and Dad,
Carole—were gayly stuck

from
Aunt
and
with

each
Florsister
Santa

Clauses and tied with red ribbon.
The wind blew sharply around
the house and from somewhere a
draft passed across the tree. The

icicles she had carefully hung one

by one whispered and shook. A
fragile star at the bottom of the
tree turned and glittered and turned
again. She heard the little neighbor boys in the yard next door
laughing and running with some
big, deep-throated sleighbells.

She leaned back and closed her
eyes. Coat, shoes, scarf and gloves
to go in her purse stacked beside
them.

Jim was comingat eight-thirty—
she reached up to feel whether the
two pincurls of hair that hadn’t set
the night before were dry yet—and
she’d give him his gift then. It was
that sweater he’d said he liked. Ex-

pensive, yes. It was a lot to save

from the money that she had
earned to pay all her college ex-

penses.

and

laid

with

the

rest.

She’d used green paper with pine
December, 1949

to admit, however,

fairly handsome. Tall and blond, but
not too much of either. ‘They’d been
dating only six weeks . . . just since

the Thanksgiving dance—but they
got along. He took her everywhere:
fancy places like dances and such,
and stupid places, like for walks.
They always had a lot of fun. They

—well, got along.
She yawned and opened her eyes.
Jim just wasn’t the type she’d ever
ay
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that Jim

was

fine for the time being.
Stretching, she blinked hard. The
clock on the mantel pointed to five
o’clock. She flicked on the light.
Once it started, it got dark fast.
*

%

3K

f

*

The radio downstairs had been
playing Christmas music since dinner was over, and she hummed along
in snatches as she deftly applied her
nail polish. “From

angels bending

near the earth,” she sang as she
screwed on the cap, “to touch their
harps of gold . . .” She paused and
looked at herself in the mirror. Her
cheeks were brilliantly flushed, and
her long dark hair hung in unruly

ringlets fresh from pincutls.
She tossed her terrycloth robe on

Of course, Jim was nice. He was

uf Ni S00

We WZ

ay ee
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the bed and pulled on the red dress.
Clothes—she

er

and

she

her hair swiftly, touching it to place
with her hand. It was eight-thirty
then. In the mirror her eyes seemed
luminous and clear, with a quick
sparkle when she smiled. She was

going to have fun tonight.

:

As the doorbell chimed, she uncapped her lipstick and leaned forward to the mirror to smooth

On

ah rer
Cy
A

it on

*

*

Christmas

*

Eve

*

things

hap-

pen fast: too fast to remember. You

Ve

remember things about it only on
Christmas morning when you first
wake up, or when the first snow

i

Gals
"a
Illustration

them,

waist and fastened the belt. Red
was definitely her color. She combed

*

eis

loved

knew well enough that she looked
good in anything she wore. She
brushed her hand across her slim

slowly, evenly.

>

comes the next year. There are the
wonderful smells of cold snowy air,
of dark pungent coffee, of pine

Christmas Eve. All her gifts were
wrapped

who liked big cities and noise and
music, who could buy her lots of
things she’d always wanted. She had”

laid out on the bed, with the things

Rin

flakes

Sws

first the

73.SS

At

when they touched ground, but by
two o’clock it was colder and everything began to freeze into an icy
sheet to which the snow could stick.
A bitter wind blew flakes into drifts

ret

snow.

be serious about. Her type of fella
was a much more exciting person
cones printed in it and gold ribbon.
They looked nice. Beyond the tree
on the door of the dining room
hung her new red wool dress. All
her things were ready for that night.

ek
Ee

@ lt was the morning of the day
before Christmas when a cold grey
tain changed suddenly to a wet

by

Frank

Hickey

trees

warmed

by

electric

(Continued on page 10)

lights.’
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Christmas and Close to the Real Thing

“How do you mean? You can’t
tell me that a beautiful snowcovered town, trimmed with ever-

By Bernard Rochon

greens and colored lights doesn’t
give you a Christmasy feeling.”

®The drunken red sun had just

own importance. You know, make

ducked his head under the horizon,

em practically a boss in small divisions. That’s what the boss told
the manager of the branch in south
Brazil.”

with

unkempt

burnished hair still

_ streaming carelessly around staggering clouds. The green Atlantic
slipped into its dark bedclothes and
the chldish tropical trees snuggled
under their drooping night caps in
the dimming light. Down the only
quay, harboring ships near Newcastle, strolled two

men

cloaked in

the shadows of twilight. Their white
suits showed gray through the eve-

ning’s cloak. The gentleman on the
right was short and bearded, with
an understanding supporting

a

prominent front. An aquiline nose
pointed out his nationality, and that
grudgingly. His partner was evidently new in this country; clean shaven,
young features; it must be his first
trip down here. From the quay they
took the dusty road that lead
through a bit of jungle to the old
small settlement, Newcastle.
“You

know,

Clem,

I’m

“T think you're right. I wasn’t convinced when you first told me about
doing it that way. But after pondering over it all day, I see your point.
I’m at least going to try it.”

At this point of the conversation
the two came out of the thickly
draped trees like two actors coming
on stage. The path lead down front
and opened to a long gradual slope
dipping shallowly into the purple
haze of the valley of scattered huts.
Staring oil lamps exchanged winks
now and then with the candles’ flut-

turned Clem to the man at his left.
“But it’s pretty tough to get these
natives to move. They work when
they want to. As a son of Israel, I
feel ashamed in my dealings with
,

em.

?

“You'll have to start doing something. The big wheels back in the
States are expecting a favorable report when I return.”
“What do you think I ought to
do to get things going? I threaten

them and cajole ’em to no avail.”

to worry him,

nothing

on

his conscience—being at peace with
God and neighbor. That’s your true
Christmasy feeling
— your peace.”
Clem’s voice remained sincere.
Frank, not yet seeing the depth
of what Clem was telling him, still

waddled

around

in

the

shallow

waters. “I know, but the way Christmas is celebrated in most places has
a lot to do with one’s feelings.”
“But peace
feeling.”

is deeper

than

just

“Sure, yet a guy needs good feelings.”

feelings.”
“You say that, because you never
had a real Christmas the way it’s
had in the States.” Frank threw out

discouraged with the slowness of
this business. I’ve been in Brazil
now for two months and still can’t

“T know how you feel, Frank,” re-

Nothing

“That’s only for a start. After that
he becomes independent of Christmas trees, colored lights and sweet

getting

get you fellows to make this coffee
company run smoothly.”

“Snow, decorations, lights have
nothing to do with an _honest-togoodness Christmasy feeling, as you
put it,” replied Clem. “It’s the deep
inner peace that a fellow experiences.

this argument,
tering lashes. Yet most of the hovels
closed their eyes in irresponse. A
few jealous stars joined the flirting.
Horses, burros and dogs were taking their last stretch and yawn of
the day before making proximate
preparation for another active day
tomorrow.

“Tsn’t that a picture of
self?” came in Frank after
of several minutes. They
talking shop all day and

peace ita silence
had been
needed a

distraction. “Now if there were snow
on the ground it would make a perfect Christmas.”
“T’m not so sure about the snow

ground fast.
“Let me

for he was
tell

you

losing

something,

Frank. My mother came from Palestine. When she was about eighteen,
she moved to the States. There she
got married, and when I was about
ten we moved down here. I can
still remember
pretty well the
Christmases I had in the States. But
I remember too that she told me
that in Palestine they don’t have
snow around this time of the year.
That must have been about forty
years ago. Since then my folks died,
leaving me with carrying on this
business for them. Well, being alone
here most of my life, I more or

less got plenty of time to think.
I can sum up all my thinking in

“T told you a good plan this morning. Try reorganizing your workers.

adding anything to it. You fellows
who were born and raised to the

Don’t consider them as a mass of
men but look on ’em as individuals.

tune of those Christmas decorations

that big cities thrive on at this time

this. The Second Person of the
Blessed ‘Trinity appeared on earth

Then find out who are friends and
who can work together. Then give

of the year really don’t appreciate
what Christmas is, with its peace

in human form. I believe this. And
that’s where our peace lies.”

them jobs in which they’ll feel their
Page 8

and realistic setting.”

(Continued on page 21)
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MEMORIES

OF BYGONE

By John Pawlos —

®@Christmas

comes

but

once

a

year and yet for many, if not most

Christians, that day of the year is
their happiest. For on this feast of
the Prince of Peace people lay their
cares and troubles aside just for
awhile and enjoy that peace, that
hope and that hapiness which the

Giver of all gifts so liberally showers
upon them.
Since all nations are benefitted
by this miraculous birth of the God-

Man it is only fitting and right that

POLISH CHRISTMASES

Illustration by Virginia MacMillan

for freedom in the brotherhood of
all men under the Fatherhood of
God and the motherhood of our
Blessed Mother in the land of the
free and the home of the brave.

Thanksgiving Day was gone but
a day or two when the contagious
Christmas spirit took hold of us.
Everything breathed its message of
merriment and cheer. The brisk cold

air of the outside made us appreciate a cozy warm home; the holiday house cleaning was taken up

all countries celebrate and rejoice
on Christmas in their own way as
their national customs, characteristic

this commendable

ing in knowing that you have
brothers and sisters. Your joys, your
sorrows, your secrets are shared by

them and that somehow gives you
courage and confidence in facing the
future more easily than if you were
alone.
not with an involuntary grunt but

cherished memories of the past are
so intimately linked with every-

with laughter and song; the singing
of the kolendy or Polish Christmas
carols seemed to shout “don’t be sad

from

the

fact

that

thing that man of any nation loves.
What are they if not mother, father,
husband,

wife, brothers, sisters, and

above all children who really make
a home out of a house. Yes, it is be-

cause of those we love and have
loved that we cling to national customs. It is not for the writer to say

which customs concerning Christmas are the best, although he is
biased in favor of one simply because it is one which he has known
all his short life and which has
captured his affections. It is the
Polish Christmas in America.
The writer wishes to tell his readers his memories of bygone Christmases, in order that Americans may
have some knowledge as to how this
feast is celebrated in this God-

blessed-country of the United States
by one people out of many peoples

who have sought and found refuge
December, 1949

closely knit during the entire year
as was ours which became more so

song or prayer. There are times
when you have a wonderful feel-

emu-

arises

was reached by the youngest of the
five children, then all assisted. With
the passing of time our parents left
that joyous duty to us, for they
realized that there is no such joy as
the joy of accomplishing something
good and worthwhile, be it ever so
little as decorating a tree. However,
this gladness was by no means the
only one for a family that was so

whole family in work or play, in

to God but in so many beautifully
different ways. It is to be expected
naturally, that each country lays
claim to a universally sought honor,
that of possessing the best and the
most beautiful tradition commemorating the Nativity of Our Lord
Jesus Christ.
Perhaps

to

help until the assigned age of twelve

during seasons like this. Everyone
contributed to the warm contentment and interior peace of the

of every race, prompt them. Thus
fundamentally all peoples give glory

lation

grew older, each was permitted

but be happy in the Lord always
and particularly during this season.
Sing a melody not only on your lips
but in your heart as well, for your
changeless Friend, Christ, still gives
you true reason to be joyous and

hopeful.” Slowly but surely this
spirit was growing in the hearts of
every One of us until the last few
days before the actual feast when
we began

to feel a

little guilty in

being so happy while some one in
the world was so sad. Nevertheless,

the joyous spirit was to be enjoyed
whilst still in our possession. So we
did. Christmas Eve finally arrived
and of course there were the last
bits of cleaning, cooking, and decorating to be done, but the joy of
decorating the Christmas tree over-

shadowed all other tasks.
When

Dad

we

decorated

were

the

little

Mom

and

tree but as we

‘Toward three in the afternoon the
youngest would start taking his bath

while the older ones put the final
polishing touches on that which was
to be the symbol
Christmas,

ready,

the

dressed

of the spirit of

tree.

As

each

in his holiday

was

best

he became a sentinel near the window waiting impatiently and watching anxiously for the signal that was

to begin the feast of the Birthday
of Christ the Saviour. The first star

to appear in the heavens came at
about six o’clock in the evening and
the feast, at least for us, officially
opened.
We gathered around the dining
room table on which lay clean fresh

straw

with

an

immaculate

table

cloth. The “wilia” or the vigil meal
consisting of fish, boiled potatoes,
cabbage and lettuce was put on the

cloth. A simple fare indeed! In the
center of the table was placed an
ornamented dish on which lay the
“oplatki,”

Christmas.

the center

of the Polish

Rectangular

in

shape,

Page
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fairly large, of various colors, these
wafers are made just as the hosts
used at Mass and are generally

brought to the people by the pastor
of their parsh a few days before the
feast. Having recollected ourselves
with the presence of God the ceremony of the sharing of the oplatki
was about to begin.
_ Father

distributed

the wafers

to

each of us without a word. Then
according to the level of seniority

he would break off a piece of his
wafer, mother beginning the ceremony with him doing the same with

hers. First asking pardon for all their
wrongs they might have done to
each

other

during

the

year

they

wished each other a Merry Christmas and Happy New Year. They ex-

Perhaps in the interval between
the songs Dad would tell us in rich
flowing Polish how they celebrated
Christmas in the old country, as
he used to call Poland. Often as
not he would tell about the time
when he was a young lad, how he

and his friends would prepare their
kolendy weeks ahead of time so that

on Christmas they could go from
house to house and sing carols, telling the whole world to rejoice bewhen

so

many

Nativity, etc., earning for themselves

a few “zloty.”
Christmas

time

passes

even

Eleven o’clock. Time to go to Mid-

love and union, a kiss on the cheek.

night Mass. The Church was not far
from home so all of us walked to

ferent way

of

giving

the

kiss

of

peace, I like to call this kiss on the
cheek a kiss of peace, also. Thus
my parents continued the ceremony
anew with the children with appro-

priate variations to their wishes of
life, health, joy, peace, love of God.
After Mother and Dad had finished

we

take no notice of it.

it defying the cold and snow because
our hearts were aglow with the fire
of the Christmas spirit.
Midnight
Mass
with
all its
splendor of a grand play, the flowery
bedecked altars surrounded with
lighted Christmas trees, the life size

the ceremony with us the great
solemnity was over, at least for the
most part, when we brothers and

stable and crib, the fragrant incense,

sisters smilingly with a twinkle in
our eyes wished each other the best
the Lord could give. How wonder-

happy land.

ful we felt!
It was not long before the vigil
ineal was finished when we gathered
once more in the living room lighted
by the Christmas

tree lights. Dad

brought out the old “kantyczka,”
the Polish carol book, its pages already brown with age and usage.
However, the treasure it contained

was said to have been handed down
from the Middle Ages, ages when
people could sing despite hardships

because

the one thing

that truly

mattered was in their possession—
God. Mother, father, brothers, sisters singing those simple, sincere,
melodious words full of praise of
God, made us think the Prince
of

Peace

hearts.
Page 10

was

deep

down

in

our

7)

There are sounds of laughter and
booming bells, and of carollers singing happiness in tearfully beautiful

songs. There

are many-colored

lights, and wreaths, and a million
stars in the sky when the- snow
stops.

schools, and

experiences

groups of young Polish girls would
go into the puppet business portraying the Christmas scenes of the

though

has a dif-

page

her

sumed them, culminating the cereChurch

from

Nativity Play at one of the high

mony with a most sacred symbol of

the

(Continued

AND

cause Christ the Saviour had come.
Or perhaps Mother would tell of

changed their pieces of oplatki, con-

Although

CHRISTMAS
CANDLES

the ever enchanting

carols seemed

to

some

transport

us

to

strange

that I got from my brothers, and
the grateful tears of happiness from
Mom and the deep penetrating eyes
of Dad that spoke volumes without
need of a word. Before long, however, we went to bed thinking of
what would happen after we woke
up. There would be the traditional
visiting of neighbors, Christmas
trees and cribs; there would be in-

of

the

oplatki; there would

good-will

be games,

fun

and

happiness.

All

laughter

after that coffee and

sweet cookies at her grandmother’s
house where the whole family had
gathered to spend a Christmas vigil
together. And there was the going
home.

When he brought her home, Jim
came in. Her parents had left the
tree lights on, and on the piano
two bayberry candles were burning,
casting a warm glow and their faint
odor throughout the room.

“Jim, look! For good luck .. .”
She smiled and slowly took off her

gloves. “So beautiful . . .”
Jim turned and saw too. He
echoed her smile and looked down
at her. Dark hair turned under
smoothly, catching highlights from
the red and blue and yellow of the
lights of the tree, and dark eyes
filled with the witchery of candlelight. He reached down and took

told of her hands which still held

Only after Mass did we come
home and open our presents and
there were the inevitable ohs! and
ahs! from my sisters and the look

evitable

That Christmas Eve there was a

and

sharing

her gloves.

She did not turn. “Jim, it’s been
a wonderful evening,” she said in a
low,

voice.

“We've

found

melting on the shoulders of his dark
coat, and in his hair. It had begun
snowing heavily again on the way

home. “Jim . .”
His voice was soft. “I didn’t know
love started this way. It’s so simple.
It’s like Christmas. Christmas was
simple too, but it’s lasted almost
two thousand years.”
She looked back at the candles.
“We
have found these simple

these things crept up in our sleepy
but satisfied mind until we drifted
off to sleep with this thought, Glory

things

to God in the Highest and on earth

have

Peace to men of Good Will.

clear

something together.” She looked up
at him and saw the last snowflakes

together;

Christmas,

and

candles, and . . . love. Oh, Jim! We
found

some

of

the

wonderful

things in life.”
The Exponent
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FLYERS’

Salutes
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HANGAR

By Vera Seiler
® Reminisce—that’s
what Ellie
Kurtz did the other night when I
called her to get some info on the
Hangar’s baby days. I knew that if
anyone could give me a clear picture
of the “who, how, why, what and

when” origin of Hangar, it would
be Ellie, for she is to the Flyers’
Hangar as Father Leo Meyer is to
the University of Dayton.
Here’s Ellie’s story: During their
gab sessions in the lounge, the
fairer sex had hashed and rehashed
the need for a spot that the U.D.
Anns and Andys could call their
own, a place where they could congregate to dance or play cards or

just talk. In the years of ’43 and ’44
the girls, at regular Canteen Dances
held at the Loretto, played the roles

of hostesses to A.S.T.P. students
who were stationed at U.D. These
dances ended with the waning days

of May ’44, and when school resumed in the fall, something seemed
lacking. So—one December night in
’44 when counting sheep wouldn’t
bring

sleep

and

when

ideas

were

marching rampantly through Ellie
Kurtz’s mind, the plan for a Hangar
was born. Even in its embryo stages,

the idea was greeted with enthusiasm on the hilltop. Thus began
what might be called a one-woman
campaign to put a good plan into
effect. Ellie spent several nightmarish weeks battling with that
bugaboo we call red tape, getting
petitions signed, convincing the Stu-

The group was then officially
dubbed the Flyers’ Hangar, ap

propriately enough. and for reasons
that should be apparent enough. In

a broad sense, we are all the Flyers,
and Webster defines a hangar as a
shelter. What’s in a name, you say?
Plenty, that’s for sure.
By this time Ellie was receiving
help and cooperation from many
students, chief among whom were

Kenny Trimbach and Joe Mori, who
may rightly be called co-founders.
The first dance was held sometime

in February 45, and was well attended. Dances, then as now, were
scheduled for
Sunday evenings,
_ every other week. At first, a jukebox provided the music, and admission was twenty-five cents, thus

opening the doors to even the most
financially pressed students. Each
dance
theme,

had

a color and

favors were

given,

decoration
and

free

paper, or pop. “It was fun,” Ellie
sighed. And with this she ended
her narrative, bringing me up to the
point where I first became a member and leaving me to rely on my
memory for the rest of the story.
In
ture
was
and

the fall of ’46, a different picpresented itself. The Hangar
rapidly expanding, in numbers
in activities. U.D.’s enrollment

had shot up to 1844, thus providing
more working members and an enlarged dance crowd. (Compare this
to U.D.’s tiny family of 383 in ’45.)
Previously lacking definite organization, the Hangar now drew up its
constitution and elected its first
president, Chuck Crowley. A new
feature was the addition of A}
Sprauer’s orchestra. Admission was
raised to fifty cents, at which it has

remained since, ever in keeping with
the Hangar’s main objective, that of
providing an evening of entertainment and free refreshments at the
lowest admission possible. Decora-

tions were still an important part of
every dance—until Christmas, that
is, when

a heart-breaking

episode

occurred. Members had toiled three
to four hours erecting a sparkling
white crepe paper canopy over the
dance floor, one which

would

have

refreshments were served. At twentyfive cents a head, you can readily
see why the Hangar struggled financially during its first year when
pennies were counted, not figura-

before

tively but literally. To save money,
the kids packed their own potato

decorations have been curtailed to
a certain extent. The Christmas

chips

Dance

and

ran

their

own

errands,

piling into Kenny’s car and chasing
all over Dayton for bread, or crepe

inspired oh’s and ah’s from even
the most critical observer. Shortly
the dance,

spectors

termed

however,

fire in-

our masterpiece

a

hazard, and tore it down. Since then

was

a success,

nevertheless,

for everyone joined in a community.

sing of carols and hymns at inter-

dent Council that her idea would
work, inquiring into costs, etc. Fortunately, for the then students and
for us—the now, she emerged
triumphant, with a go-ahead signal
from all authorities concerned. ‘The
Catholic Action organization on the

campus backed the small group, Sister Agnes Immaculata and Father
Edmund Baumeister were chosen as
moderators, and the Loretto was
selected as the stamping grounds.
December, 1949

Dancing in the Hangar
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mission. Other memorable dances
that year were the Mardi Gras, and
the one which celebrated the
Hangar’s
second anniversary, at
which tribute was paid to the three
aforementioned founders who together cut and served a three-tiered

birthday cake.

you'll excuse a trite expression) with

the wrist corsages made of handkerchiefs that were given them as mementos of the occasion.

Added
history

Under the capable leadership of
Presidents Hank Ferrazza (’47-48),
Fd Boland (’48’49), and Dom
“Stumpy” Gallo (49°50), the

Hangar has been piloted to undreamed-of popularity and success,
this year reaching a peak memberstuship of about one hundred
dents. Two dances inaugurated in
the year "4849 were the Sadie
Hawkins and the Anniversary dances,
both of which are fast becoming an-

nual affairs. The former has won
the approval of the gals, who do all
the honors, both by managing the
dance and also by asking for the
dances. The theme seems to be

emphasis

has __ recently

been placed on social affairs for the
members. A hayride is already past

and

tentative

plans

have

been made for a future barn dance,

a skating party, and a sleigh ride—

weather conditions permitting.
Social affairs had previously been
confined to end-of-the-year picnics,
but now something is being arranged for each month. Another
function, and one that creates more

interest and enthusiasm than perhaps anything else, is the sponsoring
of candidates for campus elections.
In the past two years, the Hangar
has scored with four winning candi-

forwarded; packages are wrapped
and tied—all is readied for the great

Christmas festival. While over and
over again the message of peace on
earth to men of good will is reechoed—and all because of a child,
the

Christ

Child,

who

came

down

to earth that men might go up to
God. This reason alone gives ample

cause for the rejoicing and merriment of the Yuletide season.
Although

some

and customs

of the practices

of this time

are of

pagan origin, they have been modi-

fied and adopted by the Christian
world as a fitting celebration for so
great a feast. And why shouldn’t
there be gaily decorated wreaths and
trees—don’t we read in Isaias, ““The

dates (if you’ll pardon while a mem-

glory of Libanus shall come to thee,
the fir tree and the box tree and
the pine tree together to beautify

ber points with pride)—two homecoming queens, Marianne Roll and

shouldn’t there be neatly wrapped

Frannie

Dershem,

and

two

Turn-

the place of my sanctuary?” Why
parcels—aren’t we to imitate Christ

agreeable to the fellas too, who've

about Tag kings, Bob ‘Tormey and

who was the bearer of the greatest

Dan O’Brien.

of all gifts, peace and love? Herein

The Anniversary Dance was a spe-

This year the Hangar members
have acquired a room in the Student Union Building, which they
can now call home. Though just a
room now, hopes are that it will
be brightly repainted and modernly

is the secret of the true Christmas

continuous music of two popular
local orchestras. Carnations were
given as favors to the girls. The af-

fair received so many complimentary comments that, conse-

quently, the Hangar is planning to
make several such special dances a
permanent part of its annual pro-

gram.
The present powers-that-be of the
Hangar

are Dom

Gallo,

president;

Ed Boland, vice president; Virginia

MacMillan, secretary, and Mary
Sullivan, treasurer. These officers
have practically a full time job keeping your Sunday dances running
regularly and smoothly. To assist

them, a board of directors was appointed in late October, which maps
out plans for the club’s activities
and then submits them to the entire
group for approval. Perhaps the big-

gest undertaking of the group so
far was the Birthday Dance at Lakeside on December

2. Each

member

put his shoulder to the wheel

to

make the dance an out-and-out suc-

cess. Dancing was continuous, and
the girls were pleased as punch (if
Page 12

refurnished by Christmas or shortly
thereafter, which will serve as a
cheerful haven in which members
can work, study, relax, or listen to

their favorite programs during free
periods. Weekly meetings are still
held in classrooms, however, for the

Hangar room is too small to accommodate the steadily increasing number of members.
The Exponent salutes the Flyers’
Hangar, which is of utmost social
importance to university life—where
boy meets girl, where dates are
made, where the U.D. crowd gets
together for a taste of typical college fun.

PEACE ON

EARTH

@ Good cheer and good will per-

lies every reason for rejoicing; herein
joy—peace and love, and
its source in Christ. Only
law and Chrst’s grace can
craving heart of man with
ner contentment and bliss

we find
Christ’s
fill the
that inrequisite

to true happiness.
And what about you? Are you
doing your part to help spread this
peace of Christ? Does your Christmas consist of a few good wishes
and a mere wrapped package? Or,
does it extend to all a warmth of
good feeling and a radiance of
peace drawn from a soul filled with
the peace of the Christ Child? This

can be yours to give to others if you
but approach the Babe in the
Manger

with

a

contrite

heart,

and ask for it for yourself and for
others. Let’s make this Christmas
one of peace—peace with God,

peace with ourselves, and peace with
our neighbor; for the angel sang:
“Peace on earth to all men of Good

Will.”

—Joun

DEER.

vade the atmosphere as last minute
shoppers trail the stores. Decorated
trees and wreaths peer from lighted
windows; cards and greetings are

a

heart void of all self-love and pity,

SS

cial dance given at Lakeside and was
the first of its kind, featuring the

wt AS 4)
\

accepted the novel very favorably.
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LUCKILY, SANTA ARRIVED

FIRST

By Salvatore Trozzo
~

® “There is too!”
“There is not!”

af ane . what do you know
about it?”
“What do I know about it?

Uncle Tom

told me we're getting

too old to believe in fairy tales like

Santa Claus.”
“I don’t care what Uncle Tom
says! Pop

told us there is a Santa

Claus, and he should know. .. .
Besides, smart aleck, I'll prove to

you there is a Santa Claus . . . if
you're not afraid? . . .”
“Not afraid of what?” demanded
Jimmy with all the aggressive superiority that only a seven-year-old
talking to his younger brother could
muster.

“Not afraid to . . .” and here
Mike, a year younger in size and
height, lifted on tiptoe to whisper

into Jimmy’s ear, “to stay up with
me tomorrow
Santa.”

“Afraid?

night

Me?”

and

wait

Jimmy

for

looked

down haughtily on the smaller one,

then

nodded _ condescendingly,

“Yeah! why not? I'll stay up with
you, and I bet you anything he

“Probably Pop and Mom. You
know they always make us go to
bed early on Christmas Eve. That’s
so they'll have more time to get

the presents ready.”

Mike here broke in excitedly, “It
ain’t so! It ain’t so! I'll. . .” The
rest of his words were deftly muf-

fled by Jimmy’s glove as the door

argu-

raced neck to neck down

the street,

through an alley, and on to the final
stretch of their home avenue.

“I

win!”

gasped

Jimmy,

fling-

ing himself on the porch steps just

a moment ahead of the little one.
“Yeah, I guess you do,” pantingly

They

both

held

their

breaths,

cocking to one side to hear better.
A faint scraping reached their ears.

told you he’d come.”
“I have to see him before I believe . . . C’mon let’s go downstairs

Seadly,

near

too!

Well,

come

on

in

for

some milk and cookies before you
go to play.”
Mike darted a furtive glance to-

wards Jimmy as they filed into the
house. His accomplice answered
with a like warning. Their plan was
still safe.
*

*

*

%

*

“You still awake, Mike?” Jimmy

to make sure.”
“What if he catches us peeking;
he might not leave any presents.”
“Oh, don’t worry about that .. .
he won’t

catch us, and besides, we

can watch

him

around

the corner

near the steps; we don’t have to go
in the parlor.

He

won't

even

see

us.”

They slipped from the bed, pull-

cautiously nudged the silent figure
beside him.”
“Sure!” came the prompt reply,

ing on their bathrobes as they tiptoed to the door. Jimmy, always

“you keep
come!”

corridor.

awake

too

..

. he'll

The clock broke in on their con-

versation with an extra snap denotJimmy spoke up again, “How long
are we going to wait? I’m getting
sleepy.”

their

silence. ““What’s that noise?”

“Arguing again, you two? What
will Santa think? And Christmas so

Mrs.

“We'll see, smarty! . . . C’mon,
I'll race you home. Last one there is

of

a losing battle.

“Sounds like someone moving in
the parlor . . . I bet it’s Santa. I

and

mother, welcomed them in.

ing the hour.

ment were forgotten as the two boys

fought

their

opened

won’t come.”
a slowpoke!”
All recollections

of eyelids

They slipped more often now; sometimes resting long seconds before
being hauled up by two determined
little wills. No more light or sound
came through the half closed door.
The illuminated beacons on the
clock face journeyed twice around
the dial.
“Listen!” this time Mike broke

“Gee ... it’s only nine o'clock,”

“Aw, Jimmy, he’ll be here soon.
Besides, you don’t expect him to
come while Mom and Pop are still
up, do you? We'll just have to wait
till they go to bed . . . don’t fall
asleep!”
The burden of conversation was
taken over by the clock as two pairs

assented Mike, “but I'll show you

first, peered

cautiously

“You ready?
follow!”
Two

I'll go

shadowy

down

the

first; you
tiptoed

forms

down the hall, catching their
breaths at every complaining squeak
from the floor. They made the land-

ing safely and

stopped

to recon-

noiter.
“Watch that third step; it’s got
an awful squeak. When we reach

the bottom, you stay up against the
side.

I'll take

a look

around

the

corner and let you know if everything’s O.K.”
“Hurry up! he might leave.”
Again two shadowy figures inched
forward and this time down. The
third step with its awful squeak

up tomorrow night!”
“You still worrying about that?
Won’t you believe there ain’t no

was

Santa Claus?”
“No! Daddy says there is and he

“Don’t make any noise; I’m going
to look now.”

wouldn’t lie to us . . . besides, who
brings all the Christmas gifts if

Jimmy flattened against the wall
and inched stealthily to the corner.

Santa doesn’t?”

December, 1949

sedulously

avoided

and

they

reached bottom with no mishaps.

Illustration by Virginia MacMillan

The scraping noise persisted; now
Page 13

he could see a brief glimmer of light
reflecting from the far end of the
parlor. He took a deep breath then
peeped quickly around the corner.
For a full half minute he held that
position until Mike, dying with
curiosity, nudged him wordlessly

asking the important question.
The elder pulled back his head

.. .
Bneuities
GIFT GIVING
®Christmas,

time of remem-

and whispered softer than ever: “He

brance and gifts is again almost
upon us. The children can hardly
wait for the happy event, but the

He’s got an overcoat and black pants

uncomfortable feeling in the region

don’t look like Santa Claus to me.

on ... but, he does have a bag.”
“Maybe it was too cold for him
to wear his regular clothes,” apologized Mike .. . “Let me look too.”
“If you want to, but you won't

see anything interesting. He must
be bringing Mom more silverware,

’cause I think he was trying to open
the box she keeps it in. C’mon, we'll
both look.”
This time two heads popped
around the corner and two pairs of
eyes fixed on the dark figure now
probing the open silverware box
with a tiny flash beam. There was
a moment of expectation. Then,
with sudden movement, the man
closed the lid and deposited box and

all in his bag. Mike could not hold

back an astonished gasp:
“He’s stealing! . . .” Chaos broke
loose. The figure turned, ran for the
door, but, strangely enough, as he
passed the fireplace, his legs suddenly flew out from under him and
he careened sideways, striking his

head on the bricks before pitching
to the floor unconscious. Jimmy fled
upstairs calling for help. Mr. Seadly
met him on the landing.

“What’s the matter? What’s go-

older folks are beginning to get an
of their bankrolls at the thought.

In years gone by, the yuletide season was awaited with pleasure by
young and old alike, each one greatly appreciative of any small remembrance. But, as they say, those days
are gone forever. Nowadays things
are quite different. Small gifts of
the homemade variety have gone
out the window. “Worldliness” possesses the average citizen to such a
the price of each gift received; calculating its worth upon the yardstick

of what he paid for the sender’s

gift!

For many the Christmas season is
ushered in with a sigh, and said
farewell to with relief. The fear of
offending is so strong in many that
they

will burden

themselves

with

debts in order to “hold up their
heads” among their friends. The
question, “What did she give you?”

until you get here; he’s unconscious
right

now.

. . . No,

funny

thing,

he did it himself . . . that’s right, 439
East Seventh Street, only three
blocks

away.

. . . Good-bye.”

(Continued on page 23)
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system of giving gifts. He will be
called a “miser,” “cheapskate,” and
“piker.” Perhaps a change will never
come about, and people will go on
in the vicious circle, and, like a

stone thrown into the water it will
widen and widen, ending where?
—CLIFFORD

WOLFE.

THE

PEALING

BELLS

I heard the bells on Christmas Day
Their old, familiar carols play,
And wild and sweet
The words repeat
Of peace on earth, good-will to
men!
—LONGFELLOW.

@The star in the eastern sky
shone bright and pointed down on
Bethlehem.

The

three

kings

fol-

lowed it and after a long journey

When a young couple is first
married their obligations at Christ-

adored him. They had brought gifts
and they gave them to Him. And

mas are few, because their mutual

acquaintances are mostly young, unmarried people not yet addicted to

friends

Christmas gift for you. . . . Yes, a
petty thief. I'll keep him tied up

It will take a hardy soul indeed
to bring any change in the present

came to a stable and saw Jesus
wrapped in swaddling clothes and

ure, then headed for the telephone.
I have a little

hand.

is asked endlessly, as the never ending Comparison goes on.

ball, and there seems to be no end

Sergeant?

when they start adding the number
of gifts expected with the cash on

degree that he automatically figures

ing on!”
‘penta. (claus...... the thief. ...
knocked out,” incoherently blurted
the gasping Jimmy. Mr. Seadly ran
downstairs, flipped on the lights,
took one look at the prostrate fig“Hello!

it is mean to be. This procedure
would do away with the trapped
feeling
most
people
experience

the gift habit. But as time goes on

their obligations at Christmas snowto it. The parents naturally rate a
gift; brothers and sisters do too; their
children must be remembered; close

expect

gifts; children

too,

and so on and on and on! Now is as

good a time as any for some courageous soul to start an organized movement to do away with “gifts” as
they are in their present form. By

mutual agreement and consent gifts
could

be

limited

to

a card

of re-

membrance, and Christmas might
again become the relaxed occasion

lying in a manger. They knelt and
the angels sang and all was peace
and happiness. Our Saviour had just
been born. It was the first Christmas.
Years have come and gone since
that first Christmas at Bethlehem.
And with each passing year men
have drifted farther and farther
away from God.
Today

the world

is in disorder

and chaos. Immorality, wars, pestilence and disease wrack the earth.
Men with warped minds govern the

nations.
and

and

They

suppress

praise the wicked.

magazines

the good
Newspapers

“front-page”

the

(Continued on Page 22)
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Snow

LLL
Why

As from a sieve shaken
It comes of a sudden,
It noiselessly flitters
It beautif’ly glitters
Being a reflector
Of the moon so round,
Soft as a bird’s down
Veiling the ground.

Christmas?

“What is that joyous day in each December?
We celebrate, but what? Do we remember?
Do we consider reasons for such splendor?
Or do we simply think about the vendor?
We spend ourselves in festive decorations,
In buying gifts, in making preparations.
For hours we ornament a Christmas tree
With colored lights and balls reflecting glee.
Although we give much time to celebration
We lend such little thought to contemplation
That through it all, the Christ we most forget,
Whose holy life has left us all a debt.”
—Paul
*

*

R.

Allison.

*

To Sonny
While you slept, little man, even Dickens’ Tim
Could not equal your manners or grace;
For your small, nervous hands (like your unruly hair)
Were subdued on the white pillowcase.
But when morning appeared we all quaked at the thought
Of your clever, nerve-shattering schemes
Since, at times, you were Tom Thumb and Tarzan in one
When you woke all a-glow from your dreams.
With your gay spirit gone, home’s a vast emptiness:
No one romps on the library chairs .. .
Tiny feet do not streak mud-designs on the rugs...
No one leaves faded toys on the stairs.
Now your bedlam may
So we pray that God’s
’*Though you scatter His
Or sing out of tune in

cause the Immortals to weep
patience won’t tire
stars and play tag with His clouds
His choir.
—Shirley

*

*

A. McNeil.

*

The Lonely Christmas Candle

diffracts;

Its tiny tongue of haloed warmth alights the earth below,
As daint’ly sprinks with every wink a fantasy in snow;
Its gallant, blessed shoulders melt and fall in humble pose,
Through frosted frame of winter pane this little candle
glows.

So too ’twas but an infant, just a bundled babe on straws,
Whose angel-kissed and frost-pinched fist o’er earth a
blessing draws;
In hay-wreathed stable reigning, from a manger for
Its throne,
This Infant King—of Seraphs sing—was born for men
alone.

December, 1949

Two

Komrska.

*

Views

—

.
And

Yours?

“Christmas! Bah! Phooey! — When everything sells.
What is it? What more than a tinkle of bells
And a cram-full show window with Santa inside, who
laughs, laughs again
At the coldness outside; at the wide-eyed small pauper’s
nose pressed to the pane;
At the tears of the mother who’s squeezing his hand;
At the ache of the husband who next her does stand?
“What more than the noise of the million price listers?
No jingling of sleigh bells, but ringing Registers,
Mechanically popping up ‘Merry Xmases’ while measuring
the size of your means,
Thus saving the breath of the hurrying clerks — Marvel!
Man gets his thanks from machines!
“What
Than

more than the red of a leering drunk’s face? Than
the green of the bills in his fold?
the “two front teeth” that some brat’s crying for?
Than the signs, ‘Here! Xmas Trees Sold!’

“Christmas! What is it? What more? — ‘Peace’, you say?
Ha! I’d sooner believe that I’m Santa. — Away!
‘Peace on earth’? — ‘Good will to man’?
Bah! And when it’s all o’er?
The end of the month; a bill to sean —
Christmas! What is it? What more?”
What

more, Mr. Scrooge? What more, you ask?—For you,
Mr. Scrooge, not a thing.
And for men made materially and most mercenarily, who
don’t feel the fan of the Peace Angel’s wing,
There is nothing to Christmas by which to descry
It from Washington’s Birthday or Fourth of July.
Your Christmas has only those pale pagan pleasures,
In “Economy Size measures,”
And so I agree it is quite idiotic.
The meaning to Christmas cannot be that shallow;
There is One to hallow
Who brings peace profound and joy.so exotic.
And

Tis true ’tis but a candle, just a supple stub of wax,
Whose friendly flick of burning wick a cheery charm

—Raymond

—Paul

*

Kacirk.

the Angels’ Song wasn’t, “Good will to men” — but
rather, “to men of good will”
Is peace to be given; and to such men it is given still.
You’ve never heard, Scroogie, of a Virgin birth, and if you
would hear you would scorn.
But Scroogie, it happened, (smoke that in your pipe)
you

see that’s

how

Christ

was

first born.

Your mind is of matter, and so, much too narrow, too
confined, too close, I insist.
You’ve always read “Xmas”, you’ve always signed
“Xmas”, you’ve just room for Xmas,
There’s no room for Christ.
—Paul

LM

Neumann.

LLM
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Editerial
NOT SANTA

Comment
to buy and nothing from which to make anything?
Yet there was Christmas in Europe. Do we still fail

BUT CHRIST—

“God rest you, merry gentlemen.
Let nothing you dismay.
Remember Christ, our Saviour,
Was born on Christmas Day.
To save us all from Satan’s pow’r
When we were gone astray...”

to realize that happiness is not found in material things?
Christmas is a happiness in itself, the supreme happiness of knowing Our Lord.

@Within our generation we have seen rise the
greatest era of advertising and commercialism the world
has ever known. It is a product of democracy and free
enterprise, but too often it exploits our national and

religious holidays for an increased volume of sales. It
is astounding the amount of money we spend each year
for gifts and new clothes and special foods with the

Sing loud the carols, and light the bright lights.
Give your gifts. But remember Christ, our Saviour, who
was

born

children

on

this

Christmas,

earth

cause it is the customary thing to do. Children stand in
line for an hour or more to see Santa Claus to tell him

all the toys they want for Christmas, many of which
the tired mothers know they will not be able to purchase.
All this is a hey-day for the department stores and

for

Claus.

Teach

the

Christmas

us.

is a

“Oh tidings of comfort and joy!”
—Prc
e

Christmas is easily the most highly commercial

die

joy that will last.

suggestion of our advertisers.
holiday of the year. Gifts for the relatives and Christmas
cards for everyone else are required, we are told. Every
year hordes of people jam downtown sidewalks and department stores to buy, often beyond their means, be-

to

not Santa

@

KunkKa.

e

EXPERIENCE-WISE
® Fourteen, thirteen, twelve, eleven, ten—on and
on the chant goes, right up till December 21. The
old business of counting the days before Christmas

vacation has become almost a ritual in these parts.
With everyone making all sorts of plans for the holidays, the time before then becomes second fiddle. It

seems that each of us has so much to accomplish prior
to climbing aboard the carousel of parties, dances, reunions, and morning afters. Gift gift and receiving
are uppermost in our minds, and we rush to complete

gift shops and magazines and newspapers, but what
about Christmas? The traditional carols are full of “the
wonders of His love” and “come, let us adore Him,”
and “glory to God and peace... .” But our too-sophisticated age leaves carols to children.

our Christmas shopping.

And children! Our newspapers are full of the number of children thet believe in Santa Claus, but nobody
makes an inquiry to see how many children believe in

has flown by, taking the following two months with
them, and leaving us with the traditionally quiet and
blessed Christmas season. And now that memorable
time is upon us—days when we bear malice toward
none, when we are glad to be alive; nights with a starry
sky and a blanket of snow on the ground, with the

Christmas. Christmas is “That’s when Santa comes.”
Yes, we remember Christ, our Saviour.

That tiny Baby, born in a manger and announced
by a brilliant star is the greatest gift ever given to the
world. Christmas has been a time of rejoicing, with
the exchange of some small hand-made gifts among
loved ones as a remembrance of that first great Gift.

Today we buy our gifts, many on a single day, and
even their wrapving is done for us.
we

to imagine that tke crispness of those September days

smell of fir trees and a log fire, with a clear, cold quiet
that is almost painful. Three months—fifteen
-—and so much has come and gone.

weeks

Are we richer, experience-wise? Yes, it is safe to

say that we are. We improve, in some way, by association with others. And whether we are in good spirits
or bad,

Christmas

seems

to bring out the best in us.

And yet by these gay packages we give and receive

There is something in the air, in the appearance of

expect

our fellow human beings, that betokens pleasant companionship.

‘to

find

true

Christmas

happiness.

What

about Europe during the war when there was nothing
Page

Pause a moment—think how far we’ve come this
school year. Think of the new friends we’ve made, the
places we’ve been the things we’ve done. It is difficult
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Christmas

means

many

things

to many

people.

Insofar as school life is concerned, it is a milepost on
the road to completion of the year—three-and-a-half
down, five-and-a half months yet to go. To business,
it is a period of unparalleled sales. To the religious,
it is one of the most hallowed of feasts. To many of
us, it is an armistice from the sleepy eight o’clock class,

from hours spent in
to do as we please,
weeks. But whatever
us make this holiday

the battle of the books—a chance
when we please, for two whole
it may mean to each of us, let
season the best one yet—the most

profitable in any number of ways—by

giving due ob-

servance to first things first; by paying to the Infant
King the homage due Him, and by treating our fellow men as equals, the way we were created.

rallies, and in general, doing everything possible to get

everyone behind the team.
Warm

wishes go to the University Players, who

show signs of making this season the best yet. May the
New Year bring John McGrath and his organization
even more acclaim, and a place the group can call its

own for presenting plays.
Also recipients of our holiday greetings are the
U.D. News and the Daytonian staffs, for the accurate
news-service and the painstaking assimilation of a
picture-record of events that they have so expertly pro-

vided us.
The various dance committees—for the Freshman
Welcome, Homecoming, C.S.M.C., Hangar Anniversary—come in for a fair share of Yuletide goodwill.
There are memories connected with these dances that

will live a long while, and these activities, plus many
organizational functions, have helped make our social

OUR GREETINGS
@ At this time of year, when

the Christmas spirit

is so much in evidence, it is customary to greet our
acquaintances with a little more than the usual salutation. And so it is that the Exponent wishes to send its
holiday message to various people and individuals who
have made the closing semester such a memorable one.

Our largest batch of Yuletide greetings is directed
toward the faculty and the administration, the personnel

calendar a full one.
Flyers’ Hangar continues to draw our best wishes
by virtue of brightening up otherwise-drab weekends
with informal dances. To all of those in this group who
who have worked so hard to provide entertainment we

offer our warm thanks for many a pleasant evening,
and a “Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year,” just
on general principles.

dents may successfully absorb a college education. To

We express our greetings to the Student Council
and the Student Senate for the efficiency and coordina-

them we say, simply and honestly, “May God bless you
this Christmas season, and may the New Year assure

tion they have shown in organizing a democratic par-

ticipation by students in school affairs.

vour labors of even more success than in the past.”

Several other clubs merit our best wishes. The
Sociology Club, Math Club, Debate Society, Red Cross,
International Relations Club, W.A.A., Glee Club and
Chorus, Sigma Delta Pi, I.R.E., Omega, and others

who give their time and effort unstintingly that stu-

We say “Merry Christmas” to the athletic board,

and to the coaching staff and their charges. To the
football team we send our congratulations on the
pletion of a bang-up season; to the basketeers we
our wishes for a winning schedule; and to the
teams not as yet in action we say, “Carry on as

comspeed
other
have

the athletes before you.”
The University of Dayton Band is deserving of a
special greeting for the extraordinary

spirit and hard

work they have shown in pepping up the halftime of
each football game, in addition to rallies, and in the
presentation of a stirring band concert. We may not
have the biggest band imaginable, but by now it should

be evident that Maurie Reichard

concentrates on

too numerous to mention, have exemplified a spirit
of accomplishment worthy of congratulations.
Last but by no means least, the editorial staff of
the Exponent extends its best Christmas greetings and
good wishes to all the students here on the Hilltop, to
everyone connected with the University, and to our
readers away from school. May this holiday season be
more joyous than any other, and may the New Year
brim over with good health, success, and prosperity.
In the words
every one.”

of Dickens’ Tiny

consumed
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in making

posters,

sponsoring

bless us

4 st,

( ays s

\ =S

Cs

‘y

the energy

“God

—Joun KeEtty.

quality and not quantity. Hand-in-hand with the musicians go the cheerleaders. We give them a cheer for
keeping up the student spirit at the games.

While on the subject of pep, we can’t forget the
Spirit Committee. Our Adam is off to this group for

Tim,

Ft/ ooo
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Of Feminine Tuterest...
HAPPY

HOLIDAYS

BEWARE

® Carolers singing, bells ringing, holiday greetings,
all proclaim the arrival of Christmas. Caught in the
spell of its special enchantment, I’d like to take this

OF

BASKETBALL

® Attention girls! Are you

in style?

Or are you

and good friends ~a very merry holiday.

still
the
not
lads

Your Christmas story is the fun you make it—the
joy of sharing, hospitality, unselfishness. These acts all

and have wondered what was going on,I shall endeavor

opportunity to wish each and everyone of my readers

tend to make the Christmas message real.

When the midnight celebrations welcome in the
NEW YEAR, I will propose this toast for all of you
... “Thepe that in 1950 you will spend many enchanting evenings—that you may be blessed with true friends
—that you may see the fulfillment of your most
cherished dreams, such as receiving straight A’s for the
semester, and most of all, that the Christian spirit of
this season will remain with you throughout the year.”
—M.EWN.

TO

A

KNITWIT

"Twas the montt. before Christmas and all through the
lounge
Not a creature was studying, not even Pauline.

The stockings were placed on the needles with care
In hopes that completion soon would be there.
The fellows were nestled all snug in their beds
While visions of argyle socks danced through their

going with last
time to change.
the place to stop
have now really

BLUNDERS

season’s football players? Now is
don’t be like . . . oh well, this is
for our bowl of cream. Certain tall
taken the spotlight.

If you have been attending the basketball games
to tell you the score. There are usually five men

on

each side, unless, of course, your team is lucky enough
to get one of those whistle-happy characters in a congenial mood. Well. let’s get back to our five men
(ahhhh)—a center, two forwards and two guards—all
present make up what you might call a quint—five—
Now with both teams on the floor (standing)—
the two centers jump for the ball. Let’s suppose that
Mammoth

Monk

hits

the

ball

first,

and

Cheerful

Chuck gets it and dribbles it (kind of a bouncy movement, you know), then passes the ball to Pretty Perky
Pete. But what a revolting development—Pretty Perky
Pete’s guard is seven feet, one inch.
Under the basket you can see Mammoth Monk
waving his arms and screaming. “Give me the ball, give
me the ball!” But here comes our ounce of prevention,
Jolly Junior, with a dribble and a short pass to Cautious
Clete. Then with great effort Cheerful Chuck moans,
“Oh shoot,” and we have our first basket of the game.
Now, are the rules of this fabulous game a

little

clearer? Well, we'll try again—on second thought let’s
not; instead use ignorance as your excuse to get ac-

quainted with that cute fellow sitting behind you.

heads.

Lynn with her saddle and I with my flask
Had just settled our minds for a long winter’s task.
Now Charlotte, now Cynnie, now Pat, now Suzie!
On Mary, on Shirley, on Marilyn, on Rosie!
To the top of the ribbing to the toe of the sock
Now knit away. knit away, knit away, doc’.

Placing all jokes and puns (I use the words loosely )
aside, let’s give out with a big cheer for these players
who are really on the ball, putting forth their all to
make this a perfect season for the old Alma Mater.
—Joyce Boouer.

As I pulled out my yarn and was turning the heel
Up to the drinking fountain Jim came with a squeal.
He spoke not a word but went straight to his work

And put on the stockings then jumped with a jerk.
He gave a loud groan, to his socks gave a tug
And off they all flew like the nap off a rug.

And I heard him exclaim as he limped out of sight:
You lost your fourth needle, but I found it, all right!
—CELESTE McMULLEN.
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TOLD

FOR

BELLES

® ‘lhe Christmas party of the Beta Upsilon Sigma,
Women’s

Commercial

Club,

will be held at the home

of Mrs. Velma Miller, head of the Secretarial Department, the night of December
entertainment.

14. Gifts

and

special

The Exponent

GIFT

TRAPPED

© Christmas comes but once a year, bringing with

it gifts—tokens of the Yuletide spirit. It can be stated
without too much risk that the age-old custom
“exchanging” Christmas presents is here to stay.

of

There have been many times when we rushed to
open our gaily wrapped packages only to find various

interesting, unique or completely useless objects.
‘Take, for example, Hetty Magin, a friend of mine,

who lists her occupation as husband hunting. Last
Christmas an accommodating relative gave her the
cutest genuine pearl-handled .22 caliber gun.—All I
want for Christmas is a bullet-proof vest.
One December 25 I received a very intricate little
gadget—-not only did I have difficulty in finding the
top or the bottom, but there seemed to be no apparent

use for it. The directions had somehow become lost in
the wrapping debris. Not to be outdone by this, I went
to Professor Homer

Einsteinkinoff,

one of the most

brilliant scientists in Vandalia. After examining it carefully and working each movable part, he deliberated a

little while:

then

he looked

up

and

uttered

these

memorable words, “I don’t know, Miss, I guess it’s just

a Christmas present.”
To prevent such experiences befalling your friends,
use a little forethought before making your choice, for
that personal touch makes any gift outstanding.
It really doesn’t take a costly present to exemplify
your good will, any trifle under one hundred dollars
will certainly be appreciated—or shall we be realistic
and set five dollars as the limit. A few gift suggestions
specially designed for your girl friends are: an antique

finished gold medallion to dress up her blouses and
sweaters; or the touch

of ermine can be bought

for

her in the form of a clever corsage; or the new glove
guards that prove to be attractive accessories and at
the same time fasten gloves securely to her handbag

without soiling or crumpling them; or that new tiny
compact deliberately designed to slip into her purse.
If you should feel especially generous, the tanksized bottle of Chanel No. 5 will probably be appreciated by a few of your acquaintances.
So be it nonsense gifts or sensible ones—plan strategically to make them an enjoyable gift.

Check with the mirror-on-the-wall—it will give you
an absolutely honest and accurate story of yourself. If
some changes have to be made, here are a few beauty
hints that will give you the best results.
First and foremost there is clealiness—it’s not
necessary to run out to the nearest store for such cleansing agents as BAR-O or Lava Soap. The important thing

is to choose a brand that will make your skin squeaky
clean. It’s also true that your skin is never too clean.

This soap and water routine is enough for the
fortunate ones who are not bothered with dry skin.
However, if dryness is one of your problems, spread on

a layer of rich cold cream and let it stay on while you
brush your teeth, for instance, then take it off and immediately repeat. Follow these directions again at bedtime, when you're in the bath, or when you're cooking

—for, steam plus cream is a fine beauty treatment.
Then there is the problem of make-up, and it can
become a problem if those wearing it look like Cherokee
Indians. The purpose of make-up is to give you a lovely,
natural good looking skin.

For the best effect follow this beauty formula—
apply the Foundation first, rubbing it down below
the chinline into the neck. Then add a little rouge,
keeping it high under the cheekbones, and away from
the center of your face in the direction of the hairline.
Next, to guarantee your make-up lasting, splash a little
cold water over your face. After drying the skin, gently
apply the powder. Then use a facial brush to eliminate

any loose powde: particles. Rosy shades of make-up are
the most effective for the winter months.
Without saying a word, your lips can speak for
you—red attracts the eye. To insure a clean flawless line
use a lip brush. A little trick to create a smiling illusion

is to redden the lower lip from corner to corner, but
on the upper lip, stop the color a short distance from

the corners.
In almost every magazine and paper you read about
men paying compliments to women’s eyes. To insure

the potency of your melting glances, make the most of
your eyes. Remember the unclouded eyes of little
children and concentrate on keeping yours as free from
the look of strain.
It won’t be necessary to consult an authority to

predict the advantages of careful grooming—experience
proves. Make your face your fortune.

PETTICOAT

LANE

®@et’s face the future in 1950 with the new look
of a fresh, clear, soft complexion. It’s time to face the
facts about your face, especially now that winter is here.

December, 1949

—Mary

LLM

ELuen NActe.

LLL
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DEAR

SANTA,

Bob

Although we may have overslept
And missed a class or two,
And though we’re not too over-hepped
On caleulus and zoo,
And even though our

Bill

Dawson:
(I hope the faculty can’t hear)
But please, dear Santa—GET ME

Dale

OUT

OF

HERE!

Babione:

Two new front teeth are the only things
That I hope Santa Claus hurries and brings.

teachers

Lament loud and long,
We’re telling you truly we’ve done our best,
So please listen to our song.

Bob

Lecke:
Though I’ve thought and thought my only wish
Is to keep on going strong with Trish.

Rosie McAvoy:
Big nuts, little nuts, I like them all
Especially a “cocoanut” who’s really on the ball.

Rip Janeszek: (Warning to Sue)
I hear the Christmas bells loud
Though I’d rather have wedding

Pollack:
Some hair

With

and clear,
bells ring in my

ear.

restorer

curly locks

that’s

thrown

for

me

in for free.

Barnie Otten:
With those 28 PAT’s I’d glady part
Just to keep that one Pat that’s close to my

heart.

Pat Monette:
Hockey sticks, goal pens, and shin guards galore,
Plus lots of new talent, and a big juicy score.

Jock Cleary:
I need a bed that’s six by eight
So I won’t bother my roommate.

Mr. Gallico:
:
All I want (and it’s not meant to be witty)
Is a little more spirit in the Spirit Committee.

Stan Kurdziel:
My bed is just fine and my roommate’s just right
All I need is a good appetite!

Gene Wolke:
If I could

Bill Lange:
dance

like

Fred

Astaire

I couldn’t comb the girls from my hair.

A Cadillac convertible will do, I guess
But I’m not particular, I’d settle for less.
(A Lincoln, maybe, huh?)

°

Jo Murray:

Ted’s the guy for whom I pine
As long as he’s near I feel fine.

Jean Gras:
There’s
That’s

Fran Quinn:
I’d like that gal who’s, ch, so nice
Who’ll make my life a paradise.
Lois

Shephard:

Danny

Coy:
Joe

A season filled with scores so high

Frank:

pride

and

joy

the

Boom

Boom Beck:
Say, how about some guys who are really hep,
Who can pivot and turn and still stay in step.

Alice Duffy:
A

man

who

won’t

have

Gene Joseph:
A cute little femme

I’ll just settle for Art
one

who

has

my

heart.

Than

Wiedemann:

Make Mary set the date as quick as she
And you will rate as my best man.

us by.

Bramlage:

Dancing with me—one

Stewart:
He’s

try to pass

My Christmas will be so complete
If “Maxie” is my special treat.

Eddie Boland:
With Stumpy I’m in perfect harmony
Girls, girls, and more girls—that’s for me.

Ernie

Jack

Gallo:

I guess

would

Pete Lui:
A million bucks I’d give for a shirt
That doesn’t show one speck of dirt.

Girls, girls, and more girls, that’s what appeals to me
And that’s exactly what I’d like beneath my Xmas tree.

Jean

our opponents

Betty Horstman:
You know what I would like —
Just a fellow they call “Spike”.

Bobby Flynn:
Ella’s like a daughter, I’d like a son
So please send us some of both—one by one.
my

break.

Gavin:
That

When you open your Xmas pack
Just be sure you let out Jack.

Stumpy

O’Brien:

Please—some bones that won’t
So I can make Xavier ache.

Gallons and gallons of gasoline
To feed my little flying machine.

Bob Deming:
Though those little girls are
I hope that I will get a boy.

my heart tick

Dick.

Cinny Smith:
That lucky ol’ sun with all her beams
Can spare one Ray—the one of my dreams.

Bob Oppenheim:
What I want is all the cheer
That I can get from a glass of beer.

Mary

makes

Santa—just

Tito Muzi:
There’s a certain blonde soph
A mynx that would do for my prof.

A certain guy with a burr will do
And please let him know I care for him, too.

Dave

a certain fellow who
all I want,

can

“Doc”

listen

to

me

any

who’d
sing

trouble

that won’t have to bend double.
rather

“Blue

spoon

Moon”.

Leary:

May I live to see the day
A “brainy” phys. ed. happens

my

way.

(Continued on page 23)
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CHRISTMAS
TO

THE

AND

REAL

CLOSE

THING

(Continued from page 8)

“That sounds funny, coming from
you.” Frank was at a loss for something more intelligent to say.
“Maybe so. But it wouldn’t be
if you try to realize that God’s no
Jew or any other nationality. And
Christ’s being a Jew had nothing
to do with redeeming the world. He
could have attained the same results
if He were a Roman.”
“Where do you get all this.” The
intrigued Frank showed some signs

of thinking.
“Since there’s no prejudices down
here,

I didn’t

think

it would

do

me any harm to read the Bible in
my spare time. That included the
New

Testament,

too.”

“But what’s that all got to do
with the way we celebrate Christmas?”
“Everything. You wouldn’t have
a Christmas without it. Snow and
colored lights on Christmas trees are
just incidentals and can be dispensed with. That’s why I objected

to what you said at first—that if
we

had

snow

here,

this

scene

of

the town would be a perfect Christmas. It might be your idea of a
Christmas

setting,

but

it

doesn’t

make the Christmas. Anyway, there
wasn’t any snow on the ground at

the

first Christmas,

Christmas

snow.

This

setting

so a perfect

would

exclude

little village

is more

close to the real thing.”
By this time the two business
men had reached a cottage set back
from the dirt road in a cluster of
trees. The night had well ap-

proached now. The sky looked like
a drawn window shade with tiny
holes letting through the light that
blazed on the other side.
“Tm going to turn in now, Frank.
Hope our little tete-a-tete proved
usedful. . . . By the way, what’s
today? the twentieth?”
“That’s right. In five days we have

Christmas.”
“That means that a ship will be

coming in tomorrow. It leaves the
Page 2]

twenty-second and docks in the
Chesapeake on Christmas Eve. It
looks like you'll make it home for a
chicken dinner Christmas. Well, see
you in the morning.”

waddle; he had to swim.

by a multitude of bundles, with
huge bows and ribbons swathing
them, and a . . . a Christmas tree!

head above water, apparently the
same man but not really. There had
been an advent last night.

After packing and giving his farewell

to Clem,

Frank

watched

the

water widen between him and the
wharf he had walked with his recent
friend two nights ago. In two days
he would be home.

“Mr. Frank Sengler?”
Frank turned. “That’s right, Captain.”

“Special delivery—I forgot to give
it to you when we landed. Sorry.”
“Thanks.”
“Dec.

15,

1853

Dear Frank,

The little woman is expecting your first son in about ten
days. Get home as fast as you

can.
THE

BOSS.”

“Tt looks like we’re going to have
a double birthday celebration, dear

God.”
“What's

that?”

“Huh? Oh, nothing. Just thinking
out loud.”

The Christmas Tree
(Continued from page 6)
he first sighted the gaily-bedecked
tree top. His son! The thought sent
a warm, paternal tingle through

him. Bill went to the garage to get
the ladder. Not owning a car, he
had plenty of room

for such things

in the building.
Placing the rickety ladder against

the shaggy trunk of the spruce tree,
Page 22

Gus

his

hand,

but

saw

people

that

tree. Then,

he

smiled.

Now

Earth

“I was

tree too,

it was

not

here’s a Christmuch

them.

is upon

to Men

of Good

Will,” and

of this Christmas

Day,

And in despair I bowed my head
“There is no peace on earth,”
IT said.
“For hate is strong,
And mocks the song,
Of peace on earth, good-will to
men.”

bring you a few things for that fine
mas

idolize

another Christmas

we think
1949,

and

and thought I’d

son of yours. And

and

us. And as we look back to that
first Christmas long ago we think
of the angels singing, “Peace on

“Merry Christmas, Bill!” greeted

the

giggle

prison.

the rotund old Swede, taking in at
on my way home

page 14)

Pious, God-loving men are ridiculed,
given mock trials, and thrown into

the little old man was emburdened

a glance the axe, the ladder,

from

adulterers and adulteresses. And the

grocery, and a fine friend of everyone. Laying aside the axe, he offered

The next morning found him still

(Continued

It was the hearty greeting of Gus
Sorenson, proprietor of the Midfield

The ideas Clem expressed that
evening simmered in Frank’s mind.

They were like a tide that came
into shore. Clem could no longer

BREVITIES

he was about to mount it, when
he heard a familiar “Halloo!”

is it? but

the last one in the store.

Knew you’d probably have to skimp,
what with all those bills to pay right
at Christmas time. Happened to me
more than once,” he reminisced.

Let us remember then on this
Christmas Day, 1949, that first

old gent turned to downright love,
as the grocer continued, saying

Christmas at Bethlehem long ago.
And with fervor in our hearts and
a longing for that peace and happiness which filled the earth at our

something about, he didn’t need
much . . . living all alone now...
wife dead . . . children all moved

mas Day.

Bill’s respect and liking for the

Saviour’s birth, let us pray to Him
to know the joy of that first Christ-

away .. . getting too old for Christmas, besides.

Then
“God

But Bill wasn’t listening too
closely. His thoughts were busy
with events of two thousand years

The
The
With

ago, when another couple with a
new born Babe couldn’t buy presents for him. They had had their
hands full with just finding a home
for Him. Well, Bill and Eileen had
their home, but this time it was
the gift-bringer, the wise-man, who
needed

someone

to

comfort

—Davin

“Merry
And

again

at Gus,

he

said,

Christmas, Santa Claus!”
the

with laughter!

grinning

Gus

UHLENHAKE.

him,

and with whom he could spend the
cheery warmth of Christmas day.
Well, thought Bill, I know one
family that is going to have an
extra plate on the table tomorrow.
Looking

pealed the bells more loud
and deep
is not dead; nor doth he
sleep!
wrong shall fail,
right prevail,
peace on earth, good-will to
men!”

roared

Rivers
Rushing

rivers

often

falter

Down the mountain side,
And their courses often alter

.

Ere

they

reach

the

Other streams that
From a lower place
Deeper, surer, these
For their snail-like
Like the stream, a
Makes

his

Thinking
Seldom

tide.

seek the ocean
—
are safer
pace.
man who slowly

way

along

much

about

answers

each question

wrong.
—Paul

R. Allison.
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LUCKILY, SANTA
ARRIVED FIRST

DEAR SANTA
(Continued from page 20)

(Continued from page 14)

Bob “Red” Skelton:
Lots more coeds in phys. ed. classes
Would help Zaleski improve his passes.

It was

The

Junior Norris:
A new basketball for U.D. Joe
So he’ll put on an even greater show.

all the
bless

eye as he turned to the parlor.
“Well, since we're all up we
might as well open our presents and
see what Santa has brought.”

Tom,

“What Santa brought?” The boys

And the faculty too.

looked disappointedly at each other.

Hurry back soon,
Please

don’t forget

us;

And, oh, yes, dear Santa,
HAVE A VERY MERRY CHRISTMAS
—Tula

!

ANSWERS WILL APPEAR IN THE
NEXT ISSUE OF YOUR MAGAZINE

HUMOR

MAGAZINE

CONTEST
office.

3. First ten correct answers from different students
win a carton of Chesterfield Cigarettes each.

A

Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry.
Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date. New contest next issue.
Answers and names of winners will appear in the next issue.
All answers become the property of Chesterfield.
Decision of judges will be final.

LAST MONTH’S ANSWERS & WINNERS
FILE in the title “The File on Thelma Jordon.”

B

CHESTERFIELD.
cigarette.

Cc

CLAUD POPE. A cirrus, nimbus or cumulus is a CLOUD.
Change one letter and you have CLAUD. Sisal, manila
and hemp is ROPE. Change one letter and you have POPE.

A form-fitting coat and a pleasure-giving

CONTEST WINNERS
The

following

Jack Wagner,

were ‘last month’s

Carmel

Clune,

contest

Bill Mayer,

winners:

Richard T.

Mayer, Tom Phillips, Donald Knowlan, Robert Connair,
James

Stechschulte,

derembse.
December, 1949 *

Bob

Hermiller

and

contentedly

by

stockings

the

fire-

Norman

Von-

it was

him

sneaking

the parlor, but it was only

the crook. Gee!

We

missed

him

again. He must a come before the
thief ’cause all the presents are here
??

“Tll

1. Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
2. Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.

corner

thought

around

now.

Chesterficld
CHESTERFIELD

their

not

“We were waiting for Santa, and

we

)

ee

FOR

and

had

“We heard . . .” began Jimmy,
but he was interrupted by Mike’s
excited blurting.

It’s twice shown here, and if you stop to think

RULES

the

they

“By the way, how did you two
happen to get downstairs before
us?” quizzed Mr. Seadly.

About the difference, you'll find the missing link.
1, 2, 3, 6, 7 about this time of year
Is spread and wished by people far and near.

Se

in

excitement

place.

QUESTIONS

c

the

bulging

Vardalides.

A sign of omission is found with ease,
Phonetically speaking, it’s found between these.

B

In

noticed a decorated Christmas tree

———_=—"~

A

wished

ushered the still-dazed thief to their

kids,

Brother

minutes.

car. Mr. Seadly closed the door after
them; he had a merry gleam in his

May wishes come true;
And

ten

gallantly

everyone a Merry Christmas as they

Johnny Delp:
I want a gal who’ll swell my head,
Who’ll shine my shoes, and butter my bread;
A Cincy gal who'll love me forever,
Who thinks I’m perfect, wonderful, and clever.
Bless

all over.in

policemen

say you

missed

him,

and

you're lucky he did arrive before
our other visitor.” Mr. Seadly bent
down to pick up something by the
fireplace, “because the thief slipped
on these skates Santa left under
your stockings!”

NIMPUS UT URS
“Sleigh bells ring, are you listenin’?
In the lane snow is glistenin’ ” —

No
wade
seems
chow
take

snow—just snow jobs. Let’s
in. U.D.’s No. 1 “snow-man”
to be Johnny Delp, whose
buddy, Bill Lange, had to
refuge behind a HUGE wax

ear. Bill is now able to say “Pound
my ear, Johnny. Go on, pound my
ear.” Now

let’s drift over and dig

up a little dirt—no, its MUDD.
Who’s snowin’ who—Charlie? or
Barb?
How about a change in the
weather? WAA (which, incidentally
does not stand for Wacky Athlete
Adorers) forecasted a shower of
good wishes on the now Mrs. Jim

Riley.

Congratulations,

Mr.

and

Mrs. ‘The party made for a gala eve-

ning in the SUB. Poster painter Pat
Hill queried “Don’t any of you have
bathrooms at home?
here for a shower.”

You all come

And it wasn’t due to stormy
weather that “limbs” were shaking
in the good old Silver Forest when
the Maumee Valley boys pitched
camp. It was noticed that Bill Saelzer and Billie Lou were making

good

use of the “platter”

music.

Seems that that evening was the
start of a beautiful friendship between Ann Utz and Johnny Delp.
Mick was having himself a ball, as
he danced with the girls, one and
all. The “one o’clock jump” gave
way to a peck of happy polka-ers,

who

wore

out the strains of the

Hopscotch Polka.
Sadie Hawkin’s Dance has cum
and went. Still can’t quite decide
whether cute little barmaids Pat
Radican, Jane Mueller, and Amy
Niedecker were busier on the dance

ing cobwebs in the corner as he
was trying to convince some gals.

Glad

to see that Johnny

Chaney

and Tom Olberding didn’t turn
out to be a couple of dizzy blonds

after being whirled round and
round and round the dance floor.

Here comes what might be called

our

“sassiety

page.”

The

all-im-

portant question of the month was

“Wilt thou be mine?”
Answer: “I wilt.”
As a result:

Pete Kuntz used Thanksgiving
Day as an occasion to give Margie
a ring. Guess her horn of plenty
really sparkled. Lounge girls’ eyes

were

opened

wide

when

Anita

Coberly dazzled them with her diamond, compliments of Bill. Pat Gil-

vary took time out from working
on his lead role in “Jenny Kissed
Me” to announce his engagement.

Elmer Lonsert and Mary Ann have
set their wedding date. Love came
in on wings of song for Bill, who
made his vocalist Mrs. Rish on
Thanksgiving Day. Congrats are in

order

also

for

Steve

Renacs

who

recently tied the knot.
A new title on the campus: Toey
The Terrible Tomboy. Where'd you

pick that up?

OBITUARY:

The

dearly beloved red and blue horse-

less carriage that has faithfully
served its owner Bill Lange breathed
its last in the line of duty on a
short hop to Cincinnati. Mourners,
five in all, were left stranded, and
to beat all, with free tickets to the
Ice Follies.—That gleam in Bill Hulsopple’s eye can be attributed to
Vivian’s visit to Dayton over the

holiday.—Jack

Walsh

was recently

elected to the Knight of the Garter.
See him

for details—New

steadies,

Jeanne Gras and Dick Payne, can
be classified with the inseparables.

—Is Hook really the hermit type?—
Maggie Monroe enjoyed showing
Art from Detroit the highlights of
Dayton.—Hats off to the new freshman officers: George Kramer,
Wilda Billett, Joseph Cionni, and
Michael Long.—John Klebba is seen
here, there, and everywhere with
Sally—Good news, fellas. Did you
know that Marilyn Hauer is no
longer going steady?—Advice to

Mary Lou D.: You can’t polish the
apple

by carrying

back,

that is, when

professors’

trays

they haven’t

finished eating. Was your face red!
—Can’t help noticing that Phyl

Schneider is still wearing that gold
signet ring.—Dottie Dixon is a
lucky gal in more ways than one;
she not only won the turkey but

also had Joe to help her eat it—
Fos Harris must have a nice wardrobe of socks, as Charlotte Shearer’s

knitting needles
tinously.

are

clicking

con-

There should be a new way or a

floor than they were serving up the

different

traditional kickapoo joy juice, cider

boils down

to you. We'll never believe that redheaded frosh, Charlie, was gather-

sincerely meant, “Merry Christmas.”
See you next year
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way

to

say

it but

it all

to the same old wish,
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